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The Lost Star. 


TYE WOSES! COLVW, cy 


From the mighty wilds of ether 
Seven glorious systems sprung— 

Never in the blne dominions 

trighter sister orbits clung; 

All around them, and above them, 
feet Watched the licensed ones of heaven 
No archangel ever guarded 

Glories like the Pleiads 


A Fragment. 
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snned Us W th 4 ndering € 
it in these careless eves of mine. 

1 read marked the 
grief zht nomy 

r «lreame ken vow Seemed 
Had made me Onward 
Hat been but few;—that bitter tears 
Fach weary night my pillow wet 
(ir my atar of hope had get 
no ray 


met upon the 
pavements 

motley crowds ft 
» we 


again 
<e isyv 
us by 
ve seven 
banners throwing 
living light afar, 
streams of brightness 
tribute 
Save a fe dissolved by 
From .he system's } 
Which flew on to 
To remain forever 


And their golden 


favs of 


despair, or 
had wr 

1 they at a be 
hd hile yet my year 
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to 
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some star, 
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fair E 
more. 


that some 
In endless night. and left 
» cheer 1 
None dreamed of thes 
ve the 

tf grief my | 
mortal ear 


t I had traine 


i nn 
their pini 
if 


seraphs poised 
they clove the sea 
Gazing on the bright do 
Us unequalled artist 
ondering, fearing 

h world 


us 


An the 
cureless g As 
® had 

1 th stile ( 
: 2 It} VW 


drew 
rejoicing 
sut 


ed the same;— 

ia chan ul 

is proud eve a 

6 hal like mine 
ton P 


Seven ep) isted 


en 
wizard 


Neath sway of rime! 
Chrvealis of fair entrancement 
Nothing thought of half fair, 
} built | bright enchantment 
h Pleiads could comy 


vlad mee a ‘ ‘ 7 . 
1 space 


a8 80 


is We 


ties sprang to 


“Shadtewy vet 


y wut 


rers shed 

soming 
wind 
ir incen 

ea and fi river, 

len waves along, 

hill and dale ul vall 

the minstrel-anzel’s 


their 
never to y. 
that kisse 


wing 


lark and silent pe ’ 
to One, and One aivne, 
bygone war of ages 
a star-deserted throne 
an autegraph appeareth 
Wet with one immortal tear, 
a trembling hand ‘tis written, 
“Here fell heaven’s brightest sphere.” 


ate 
wn 
1 the 
ture 
lark ¢ 
ith roun 
dls that 
tl number a dirge oer 
trek now kind mo 


hou bl of 


is fled, 


the } : 
urner nigh 
thy 


last 
P earth 


its faint spark did quiver 
can never know— 
queen of night forever 
a brilliant from her brow; 
not sister plead for sister, 
Doomed for any, every 
Six fair Pk yet 
One alone passed from time 


art last race. 


thes linger when all else 
Ww i t 3 of affection are broken in twain, 
s fondest hopes are interr’d with the 
console, though the spirit 


lead 


complain! 


When the heart 


With none to crime 


olling— 


ads 


has 


are ?f 
uid not thus 

If all that I el 
Nay, rather I'd pass, 
in the spring-time of life 


inger if ail that were dear, 
1erished from me thus were riven; 

like the bloom of the year, 

», to that brighter home—heave 


Like a robe 
Over 


swinging 
bier, 


of darkness 
a mighty phantom’s 
To despair and blackness clinging, 
Stagnant floats the fallen sphere; 
Aml when eve is bearing onward 
Co the midnight’s solemn knell, 
Science can mark out the orbit 
Whence the Seventh Pleiad fell 


n 
s, Ofuo. 
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Flowers. 


Ye are the scriptures of the earth 
Sweet flowers fair and frail; 

A sermon speaks in every bud 
That woos the summer gale. 


_<cooo 
Woman. 
Ye lift your heads at early morn, 

To greet the sunny ray, 
And cast your fragrance forth to praise 

The Lord of night and day. 

The very first 

Of human life must spring from woman’s breast, 
Your first small words are tanght you from her lips, 
Your first tear quenched by her, and your last sighs 
Too often breathed out in woman,s hearing, 
When men have shrunk from the ignoble care 
Of watching the last hour of bim who led them. 


Down in the damp and cheerless earth, 
Ye slumber for a while, 

Then waken unto glorious life, 
And bid creation smile. 


Thus when within the darksome tomb, 
Our mortal frame shall lie, 

The soul, freed from the bond of sin, 
Shall join the choir on high. 


oRELLER, 


me 


THE VION 


_PLIRTATION. 


r § THE 


“Farewell! And must | say fiwell! 
No; thon wilt ever be to me 

A present thought; thy form shel 
In love’s most holy sanetuary; 

Thy voice shall mingle with my @ams.’ 


iwell 


“Bravo! Exquisite! Delicious!” exesimed Sit 
Claude Clash, tapping his white-gloved fimzers togeth- 
jer, and throwing himself back in his cha “What 
enchanting harmony !”’ 

| La Grisi was executing one of her bewildering solos 
| in Parisiana. 


“Why, 


; round at his companion. 


Vernon! Vernon!” he continued. glan 


“What are you looki: 


so intently! You do not seem to have heard 


1s 
gle note. 
“Oh—yes—I am attentive!” rejoined Lori! Verno 


Alphi 


object upon which they were fixed, 


ngton, but without removing his eye~ from the 


“Indeed!” added Sir Claude, ‘‘and pray why « 


you keep yourself concealed behind the curtain; and 


re applic 


who is it that engages your attention?” ani | 


ie longnette to bring the parties in a distait\box clo- 


zer to his sight, 
“He presses her hand!’ exclaimed Lord Verno 


“This is beyond endurance! 


iscovered thatthe 


Emily 


turni round t 


Sir Claude had parties ir 


the opposite box were Lady Weloraine 


the Marquis of Petiton; when, yen} 
his joke at the expense of his friend 


that he was alone, Lord Vernon hay 


Claude did not further concern } 


matter, but turning his attention to t 


soul was soon absorbed in the mus 
murmured in ‘‘bray 


kids 


ot which were 


quent collision of his white 


Lady Ey 


toy 


exclaimed 


‘Ah, 


as Lord Vernon entered 


Vernon!" 

her box; 

thought of seeing you here? I thoug 
with your regiment at Dover.” 

{ “T arrived 

| re ply of the voung lover 


| “Well,” 
| Marquis a 


in town this afternoon,” 


rejoined Lady Emily; “but ¥ 
asa irs 


“De 


turning round to Petiton, 


ime 


plause followed some musical effect. 


non, you have caused me to lose one of 


| - . 
of the opera. Do sit down, and I will talk to you ai 
ter the opera is over.” 


to Lady Fi 


lady 


obedience 
the 


Lord Vernon sat down, in 
But 


| * . 
| herself several times to the Marquis, and th: 


addresse 
Marg 


| replied in away that evidently gave satisfaction(to th 


| ly’s commands, although 


| Lady Emily, she never turned her head toward 
| lover, Lord Vernon, and when he spoke t 
| answered snappishly. 
| ‘The opera ended, and Lady Emily be 
quis to see after her carriage 
“Well, Vernon,” she said, 
gone, 
town?” 
“It was my intention to stay in town,’ 
Vernon. 
“And what has caused you to determin: 
wise?” 
“I should think that the cause was not ulkoown 
‘ the Lady Emily Deloraine.” 


f 


“what is the reason of this abrupt return t 


, Ver- 


beauties 


after the Marquis hac 


answered 


other- 


tn 











“Why, what on earth 


when the conversation was interrupted by the return | “Upon his veracity, he could not tell. 
of the Marquis, with the intimation that her carriage | dogs, the newspaper-people, appear to have a knowl- 
stopped the way. | edge of every thing that was going on in high life-” 

“Your Lordship,” said Lady Emily, interrupting 


**Adieu—adieu!” she cried, kissing her fair hand to | 


Lord Veraon, “the Marquis has promised to see me | him, “will contradict this calumny.” 


me to wy carriage. Lady Deloraine sees company | 
to-night. You willcome? Adieu.” And away flit- 


ted the young beauty, light as a butterfly on the wing. | jestically out of the room. 


The rooms at Lady Deloraine’s were crowded that 


night, and amid the gay and glittering throng the 


Lady Emily, the daughter of the wealthy hostess, 
looked in vain for one object to whom, netwithstand- 
ing her levity and seeming indifferene, her heart 


clung; and in his affections that heart made its 





home. Lord Vernon was notthere. Dlewr after hour 
passed, and no Lord Vernon To be sure the Mar- 


quis was flitting about her like a paint: itterfly, but 
now his attentions made the coquetie upeasy, and she 


wished t in reality he was a butterfly, that she 





might annihilate him with her fingers. Fatigued and 
melancholy, the Lady Emily retired tw her chamber; 


she dreamed of happiness and Lord Vernon; she a- 


woke to disa 





ppointinent and re 














Upon her table lay a s¢ 1 note. It was addressed 
to herself. She knew the han M reaking open 
the envelope, she took the letter in her trembling paye dared to ci 
hand, and read as follows :— 

“I cannot part from you, Lady Hjdéhy Deloraine, without 
one word of kindness, though I have no reason to hope that 
any word from me will be accept or even excite the 
slightest sympathy in your br I have encouraged wild 
hopes, and formed opinions that wore erroneous. It is my 
own fault that Iam deceived | do not blame you, Lady 
Emily; even in this hour of my Jespair I pray for you and all 
who enjey your confiden vour affection. May you be 
happy; and though you have uot been able to regard me in 
the light | would be regarded. though you cannot love me, 
yet to your hours of happines+ eign to think kindly of one 
in whose heart your image wi rnally be enshrined. We 


have passed many bright hours together, and I had fondly 
hoped that in our conversation ami our rambles I had inspi- 
red something akin to the wild intense affection which burns 


in my breast; and when we have wreathed flowers together, 


and conjectured the sweet lanznage in whieh the embracing passed, however, and no answer from the Marquis 


in youreyes I have read all the pure and passionate elo- Club again, and there he learnt that 


quence which our fancy had given to the wreath of flowers. left town early in the morning for the Continent. 


roses whispered their idolatry, | have madly dreamed that 
Forgive me; my hopes are presumptuous. Another enjoys 
the love | thought was mine. | forgive him. My prayers 
Shall be for your happiness. I shall leave town immediately 


to join my army in India; it may be many vears ere we meet 





again; we shall be mach changed. lady Emily. then. What 
may not oceurin the interval! You may forget me; | may 
be a stranger to your thoughts; bat ne change of scene—no heard furiously rattling u 
interval of time—can bring peace ‘» the broken spirit of the door, and presently Lord Vernoi 
mistaken but still idolizing “VERNON.” 
Lady Emily’s tyes were i tears long befere 
she had concluded the perusal this letter. It had 
awakened her to a consciousness of her folly and in- 
gratitude. Within an hour a note was despatched to Claude 
the residence of I Vernon's fathter, but it was re- 
turned, the Lord having sailed for India. 
Lady Emily was distracted Ste hated the Mar- 


quis now, for she saw plainly that it was owing to her 


thoughtless attention to him that «he had lost the man and therefore poste da faithful servant at his lodgings, 


who sincerely loved her But the Marquis continued 

to teaze her with his imiportwonities, and one day he chaise was speedily obtained—I 
brought her a newspaper 

pointed out to her a paragraph which stated that 


‘The beautiful, Lady Emily D—|—r—e was aboutto wards, had he not done justice to the suffering angel 
bestow her hand upon the dashing Mar juis of P——n, whom he has so foully slandered!—Look here!’ 
Aud Lord Alphin 
Lady Emily held the paper in her hand and darted edgement of the infamy of the vindictive fugitive. 


one of the handsomest men of the day 


a withering look of indignation upon the Marquis, 


who turned away his face and endeavored to hum a_ pers, and none knew by whom or how it was ebtained, 


french air. 


“Marquis!” exclaimed the indignant beauty, “who nication from the master of the hotel where the scene 
has authorized the publication of this piece of base | above described occurred. 


sfalsity 


A Che Amaranth. 


exclaimed the lady, | The Marquis shrugged his shoulders and said, 


“Calumny!” cried the exquisite. 
“Calumny,” repeated Lady Emily, and walked ma- 


Within a month after the occurrence of the above 
scene, the town was ringing with some scandalous 
statements respecting the Lady Enily. whose friends 
were unable to trace them to their source. 
ressed who was the author of the reports, but it 
was impossible to fix them upon him, an 
her friends fell off; her invitations were less frequent, 
Deloraine became 


The Marquis of Petiton was lounging 
windows of his club, when a gentleman dismounted at 
the door, and giving the reins to the groom, 
for his Lordship, into whose presen 


He was the bearer of the following 


is Sir Claude Clash, wh 





of a friend with whom the preliminaries 


“My dear Sir Claude Clash, 
quis, giving his moustache a twist, and endeavoring to 


look very much at his ease. 
“Lord Alphington’s letter is not obscure,’ 


“No; but—why does he accuse n 
“Simply , because he has obtained convincing | 
that you are the dastardly author of the calumny. 
The Marquis quailed under the look o 
dignation which accompanied these words, and prom- 


ised to send areply in the morning. 
Sir Claude proceeded to the 
With this intell rence he 


and found that he had left home early in the day and 


had not returned. Having no engagement he amused 


himselfin the library, where he had not been lor 


seated , however, 


entered the library. 


friend warmly, but could not speak; | 


“I know it,” re plied Lord Alphington 
never return again.” 

“What mean you?!” 

“That I suspected he woul 
who brought me intelligence of his departure. Ay 
, and with an affected smile, took the scoundrel at Canterbury. 
would have torn him to pieces after- 
» produced a written acknowl- 
‘The acknowledgement was published iv the news- 


until a light was thrown upon the subject by a commu- 


A pocket book had been 


indication of its owner upon it, the hotel-keeper sent 
itto Lady Emily, who immediately recognized it as 
her lover's. 

Immediately it occurred to her that her lover was 


still in England, and hovered round her like a guar- 


. and she penned the following letter, and 





dian ang 
sent it in an envelope to Lord Alphington’s father, 
with a request to “forward it to his Lordship, w hether 
in India, or elsewhere.” 


“If Lord Alphington is in England and has vindicated the 





se affections he had judged too rashly, wil 





he not receive her thanks in person! E. Db? 
* * * * * * * * 

*Emily—Dearest Emily'” said Lord Vernon Al- 
phington, as he sat by the side of his beloved, tw 
davs after the above note was written, “the joy of this 
hour more than counterbalance, ¢ all my suflerings | 
could not tear myself from the ‘sweet, beloved, and 
consecrated =} Where Vou retiaine but I eter 
mined that your lin s should not restraine 
YY any rw le eo! my presence Iw drew 1 
sell from so¢ , Caused itto be re that I v 
n India, vet I have often in disg ‘ t nea 
ar itlere my h s silent homage ty ir be 1 3) 
sharine I i luriti lt } retjrement vin 
your fa I kuew that the tr Y | ‘ 
ly he i I w I t secr rom s ruil hie 
And n iam rewarded. Lani beloved. Ik _— 
I feel that the heart of Fx 3 mine 

The face of tae lady was shadowe v her long 

inn tresses, an sthue | rrei t them, bes 
the r rops | 1a tr her eyes Ile s ere 
veil ¢ to fall ag a deep stillness s et 
ed. If there be heppiness on earth, then were thea 
lovers happy 
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Reflections. 


CouLp we draw back the covering of the tomb 


wuld we see those now who once were mortals—-O 
how would it surprise and grieve us to behold the pro- 
digious transformation that has taken place iu every 
individual—grieve us to see the dishonor done to uur 
in general, within these subterraneous 





ments—here the sweet and winning aspect, that wore 


perpetually an attracting smile, grins horriby, a nake 


ghastly grin! The eye that outshone the diamond's 
lustre, and glanced its lovely lightening into the most 
guarded heart las! where is it?) How are all those 
radiant glories totally eclipsed! That language that 
mice commanded all the charms of harmony, and 

the powers of eloquence, in this strange land has f 

votten itscunning. Where are the strains of melody 


which ravished our ear? Where the flow 





sion which carried captive our judgments! 


t t ‘. ] + +) 
master of language and song is become as silent as the 





night which surrounds him. 
-~-eo + _ 
The Sabbath. 
Pur hallowed Sabbath is again here, and with t 
come crowding pleasant me 
scenes Of OV -pone ye ars, whe nthe sorrows of the young 





fMories Of the past; ol 


heart, few and of little poignancy, vanquished before 


its smile. It comes with its train of serious and devo- 
tional reflections, and with its cheering hopes and 
bright anticipations. What heart is there that wel- 
comes it not, or that may not be bettered by its peace- 


| ful, soothing influence! 


- ~2ceooe + 
A Good Thought. 


ALWAYS place a good thought upon paper, wher 
you have one. That thought, like the scattered seed, 
will not be lost. Good men may repeat it, years after 
you are in your grave. Itmay strengthen resolution 
in thousands—thousands of minds it may influence 
| Truth is never lost. Good thoughts are indestructi- 
{ble as our eternal hills. Husband them with care— 


left behind by Lord Alphington, but there being no | write them out--priat them—and they will never die 











THE AMARANTH. 




















. Amaranthine flower on Earth is—Virtve 
only Insting treasure—Truth !** 
na 
Memory’s Chamber. 
BY LODISKA 
[wWwAs NIGHT. The last beams of daylight ha 
ne since faded, and all was as silent as the grave 
Sitting alone in my room, ty mind also seemed to 
rtake of the solemnity that is felt throughout nature 
the ¢ suppearan of the glor . rb of day l re- 
ted upon past scenes, the remenuibrance of whi h 
illed my eves with tears, and not wishing to indulge 
3 1 $I ia melanch ty mood, | arose, and has 
iw ow, threw casemet when lo! 
ent scene rstu ! t 
clothe 1 s spien r, ha t ait- 
P er f h " stately pride w 
her « ery . er ti ] ely | . ne 
| ial : , } P rbs 
ering atti ‘ 18 eit 
yr str ur > ASsu je mos nan 
C vet, as shes ed her efu 
roses @ azu reg ess { her 
HY I « t wiledge her u 
liarnes I wa 1 1 those ely orbs, with | 
runt if} to & s et 
sting my eyes wowar r shit 
wes retle the bi a gentle r 
, wh ‘ “ ent valley 
Never before had I belhe whoere- 
er | turned my eves i! neath il 
4 »acknowledgs t yver-r ne 
hia I coul utturn my thoughts [r eu 
aature’s God, nd in ali the fervency ofa ateful 
heart wn his superior wis mm 
But while thus engaged, the door of memory’ 
mmver Was again Opene , a8 il by magn power, and 
> s were the remembrances that then pressed 
¥ wemory, ut for a while it seemed almost too 
much for human natare to endure Scenes long past 
were brought to mind, and many instances recurred 
when I gazed from the casement, upon the same love- 
landscape. But not alone had I gazed thus, I had 
been surroundec by friends whom my heart loved, 
{ with them had contemplated the star-spangled 
heavens. I had listened with emotions of pleasure to 
re tht ig accents that fell from their lips, and in so 
doing was happy. Ob! happiness what art thou? [i 
rth thou canst be but momentary, for all earth 
sare fleeting; but if from heaven, thou art perm - 
nent, for there eternal pleasure reigns 
But ny happiness was center in the eines I 
then loved, and with them itfled. Pud now, as I re- 
flect upon pastscenes, Lenquire, why am? thus alone? 
vhere are the friends of my youth I loved so well? 
| the answer re-echoes where I ask again, where 
are the parents wao with unremitting care wat he 


over me; who first taught my infant lips to lisp their 


siues; whose tender arms were ever thrown aroun | 
me, as if fearful of some impending and unforeseen 
; and again I receive the same answer, ‘where. 


Oa 
l ask again, where are my brothers !—they who were 
ever rea(ly to sacrifice their own happiness, if thereby 
they might administer to mine, and who delighted to 
guide my young mind ino the paths of virtue; and I re- 
ceive the same answer as before. Yet ogain I ask, 
where is my sister?—she whom my heart loved, and 
around whose virtues my heart's best affections clus- 
vered ; she, who was as ready to weep with those who 


Once 
nore I ask where are all ie other loved friends of my 


wept, as to rejoice with those who rejoiced’? 


owth? and still I receive the same sad resp onze - 


Che Amaranth 
‘where.’ Yes where, Oh, where shall I again search 
for the society of those dearly loved friends? Can it 
be onearth? Ah no! for remember—yes, well do I 
remember—the day, the very hour that robbed me of 
my earthly idols 

Oh memory, thou pleasing, yet mournful friend! 
Art 
thou not content to.let me rest in forgetfulness of what 


I once 


upon these lovely scenes without harrassing my mind 


Why dost thou so disturb my peace of mind? 


enjoyed? art thou not content to let me gaze 


with such mournful thoughts? and yet when thou 


lup ck succession all these mournful 


and T, 


the horr 


hast calle ingu 


feelings, in all the bitterness of silent grief, and 


replete with rs of solitude, demand of thee 


the soc} tv I pric 


e enjoyed, I receive only the thrill- 
erave-yard if aught 


response, “Go, ask of vonder 


of what I once loved, e’er crossed its threshhold? go 











sk u death himself, if aught of what T once loved 
has fallen vic nto his tyrannt al power ’ go ask of 
heaven, if ht of what I once loved has been per- 
itted to enter the portals of eternal bliss? If so, then 
iieed s ll the remembrance of their vir s be held 
" 
N res ll memory event 
most recesses tthe heart t 
solitu to 4 e considered an unwe soe harbin- 
rer No mor 1 lemory, even though with irre- 
sistible f ws mind the il of a long 
yet frien ‘ ynsidered the cause unhappiness 
No, so long as friendship, that brightest gem of moral 
U ty, continues an Inmate of my bosou and re« 
ction holds her unlimited sway, so long s all the 
memory of departed friends be cherished with } leas- 
ire. Around their virtues shall affection’s brightest 
wreath woven, and on their hallowed graves shall 
sown the seeds of undving friends And thus 
shall my sou taughtto hold communion with those 
t ts] s, even though t ies have alrea 5 ente red 
a brighter and a fairer world. 

Yes memory, thou shalt even be my kindest friend, 
and if, by gentle rebuke, thou should’st again open lhe 
door of thy chamber, even though it be on the dark 
side, it shall serve asa faithful monitor, lest I again 


murmur at the providences of an all-wise Creator 
tio, 1847 
~<-<eooo 


A Beautiful Extrac 


Medina, O] 


t. 


Go out beneath the arched heavens in night's pro- 


found gloom, and say, if you can, “ 7’hereis no God!” 


that dreadful blasphemy, and each star a- 


Pronounce 


bove you will reproach your unbroken dullness of in- 


ect: every voice that oats upou the night winds, 


' 
espair 


will bewail your utter hopelessness and 


God? Who, t unrolled the blue 





Is there no 


scroll, and threw upon its high frontispiece the legible 
vlieamings nmortality? Who fashioned this green 
earth with its perpetual rolling waters, and its wide 
expanse of inland and of main?—settled the foun- 


dations of mountains—paved the heavens with clouds 


—attun amid the clamor of storms, the voice of 
thunders, and unchaine ligvhtnings that linger and 


gave tothe ea- 


r Wt 


gle asatfe eyrie where the tempests dwell and beat the 


lurk, and flash in their gloom o 


strongest, and to the dove a tranquil abode amid the 


forests that echo to the minstrelsy of her moan, 


Who made thee, O, man, with thy perfected ele- 


gance of intellect and form? Who made the light 


he darkness a covering and 


pleasant to thee, and t a 
herald to the first beautifal flashes of the morning? 
W hogave thee that matchless symmetry of sinew and 
lip—that regular flowing passion of ambition and of 
No God! 


the waters of the earth are 


love? 
calm! Is there no light- 
ning, that heaven is not avenged! Are there no floods, 


that man is not swept under a deluge? 





ADVERSITIES are blessings in disguise. 


And yet the thunder of heaven and ' 








puses in to 


Home! What emotions this word ar 
human heart! To the sojourner in distant lands, 
calls up, from memory’s depths, visions of joy and 
gladness, hope and sorrow. Once more, he revisits 
in fancy, the scene of his former happiness. when in 
the innocence of childhood, he roamed his wative hills 
and dales, as free from care as the wild bird song is 
of sorrow. 

Oh! who has not felt his heart sinking + 


when his native place was receding—whr 








was 
lost to view, save the green hills which loomped! in the 
distance, seemingly to remind him of the Os he was 
leaving? 

Loy e of home is one ofthe elements ! n h 1 
piness; and he who respects not its sso 
tions hath no joy in him. It comprehe le graves 
of our fathers, and the old family res t iroun 
whose moss-grown walls there linge spirit an 
customs of other days. These, and a thet-and othe 
recollections, hallowed by the el i jhose Ww 
loved with all the purity of early a r 
after life to wean us from the world’s 1 ed ways 

When this feeling is at its acm s\ t 
termed patriotism; itthen embry \ ri 
try —her interest lange rs, glo: r erity It 
identifies itself individually w such 
is its intensity that ime, place, nor i ins 
ly annihilate it. 

The exile, though he may y suffer—tho 
aggravation may have accum nost beyond the 
capability of human endurai when he sees 
the flag of his native country w » the breeze— 
the flag that is wafted from tlic f his banishment 
—his heartseems to run w v v: and wherefore 
is it? The national emble revived the patriot 
ism of his soul. He remem a Of liste ning , in the 
days of his youth, to the gray riot, While re- 
lating the heroic deeds and i iring of those who 
rallied around his country’s st ird—of the protract 
ed siege, and the many days of Quceasing toil, fatigne 
and danger—borne with fort +e until the flag of his 
country waved in triumph over the prostat ‘ 





The pirate, whose hands are red who 
has seen beneath him the vast expanse of ocean, who 
has listened, unmoved, to the w spirit of its storms, 
when its waters were str ug #- It were to reach 
the clouds, who has seen it sy out befure hin 
smooth as an unbroken mirror is the eve could 
reach, its surface unstirred by ar ling wave, whe 
has seen itin all the grandeur w cou impress 
him with the power of an Almig1 id, and gazed 
on it without one emotion, has vet felt tie chords of his 
heart vibrate when touched with the eof country 


and of home; and he, the blood-thirstw, the hardhear 
ed, has we pt, that he dared not revis > father-land 


The invalid who would go forth to sone far off land 


—the climate and natural facilities of w h promise 


restoration of health—it may be to ltily, with her 


fair sky, mild breezes, gorgeous sunsers, ruins 
which even the ‘corroning tooth of t has permitted 
to transmit, in part, the glories au tess of her 
ancient people, would feel—shoul ope become ex 
tinct—these were as nothing. The azure sky of 
his northern home would be to hint more beautiful 
than the soft, deep blue of Italy; the howling of its 


mountain winds more melodious t the sweet strains 
of the evening breeze, as it cours ts way through 
bush and grove, freighted with tie cool air of her 


mountain tops, and scented with odors from her luxu- 


riant plains; and if, with a cheistian’s fait yuld 


h, he ¢ 


look up through the portals of ifraven, and know, ia 
truth, his name written in the book of life, he would 


still ask that he might stand woon the soil of his native 
land—view his early home, and sleep the s 


| death in the burying ground of his fathers 


Such is the tenacity of earthly affections, —Casket 
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AWE WOWORST, TAL WOBLLAST,, 


A Tough One. Democracy of Death. 


BY L. A. HINE. 





[T is now some twenty-nine years ago, that there 


wandered about the streets of Columbia, 5. C., a long, 
One lion, I own, I dread to—die 
: Alone and unbefriended— 
was a poor, quiet, half crazy chap, and so thin that | No soothing voice, no tearful eve— 
But that must soon be ended; 
And then I shall receive my part 
tohim. But more of him anon | Of everlasting treasure, 
In that just world where each man’s HEART 
Will be his onLY measure.— Milnes. 


lank, tall personage, whom we shall call T.L. He 
Calvin Edson was almost a Dante] Lambert compared | 


There resided in Columbia at the same time a cer- | 
| 


tain Dr. E., who was blest in having, as astudent in -¥ . . 
, ; ; DEATH is impartial. He treats the beggar as affec- 
his office, one of the most miscjievous scanps in the |. f 
- tionately as the prince—the peasant as the noble—the 
world, one whose sole aim was fun of some sort, and | . ; ; 
: poor as the rich. He is no respecter of persons.— 
who seemed to think or dream of nothing but how he wa 1 : 
a Neither beauty, nor deformity—strength nor weak- 






| 
| 
might gratify his favorite propensity. | ; ie tay 
S a f . . | ness—knowledge nor ignorance, meet with discrimi- 
Dr. E.'s s 1Op COnsisted of two rooms, one opening | " e = - . 
; 3 | nating favors athishand. His dominions are as broad 
on the street and the othera back room communica- | 1 ‘ = P _ 
ae - : : Ss asthe abodes of humanity. ‘To him belongs all that is 

ting with the one in front by a door on the right of the f 


‘of the earth earthy,’ and he must have 


. . t, sooner or 
chimney; onthe left was another door of a closet, in 2 

: : : later,—but that which is of the spirit spiritual, 
which was a skeleton so arranged on springs that any . 


. belongs to another sphere, and as death strikes down 
one opening the door would be caught in its fleshless . 2 3 
: | the body, the soul leaps exulting from his grasp, and 
arms. } ‘ i 
: ’ * smiles at his puny effort 
One day while young W. was reading, or pretend- ne . . 
; , ey | Phere is something solemn, though to the pure in 
ng to read, a country-fellow came in holding his jaw, : aera saat 
pre ’ ‘ er heart not terrible, in the thought of death. The bid- 
and enquired for the Doctor. He wanted to see him ; ‘ ; 
: : : ° ding adieu to earth and all its associations, to friends, 
bad, as his tooth hurt him amazingly. “Do Mister, for é : : 
e companions and neighbors—the dissolving from every 
Lord’s sake, tell me is he about? is > ; ‘ a 
ei vp . }tie of time, ce parting from cherished inte rests and 
“Now,” said W., (for he ime the anecdote him- | ree aa 
‘ . leaving those we love and have watched with a tender 
self, “T saw a chance, so, pointing to the closet door, } : ‘ 
4 solicitade—ay, to die even in the midst of sympathi- 
I told the chap Dr. E. was in the next reom, and bid] . lt 2 
‘ zing friends and go away forever, is not a laughable 
him walk in. ee . : “i 
| circumstance, but ‘to die alone and unbetriended’— 
“No sooner did he open the door, than he was! ‘ , 
2 away fromall in whose prosperity we have rejoiced, 
geht by the skeleton. Frightened out of his wits, se : . s . 
s ¢ : ‘ or in whose adversity we have administered consola- 
witha yell loud and shrill, he tore himself from the | , a . 
. : ‘ lation—away fromthe reach of that tender look and 
bony ewhbrace, and with the speed of a quarter horse ‘ 
. tender voice—alone where there is none to pity, none 
rushed down the street. - nie? 
hs 3 : to receive our parting blessing, none whom we have 
“The next day,” contined W., “I was walking down 
: / 5 wronged to witness our sorrow and forgive, and none 
Main street, and having tua ec on poor _ L., was . 
a F to bear our parting counsel to all;—Oh—in such a 
amusing myself with his quaint observations, when I NOS “ 
| desert waste to die, makes death almost a ‘lion to be 





saw, comilug towards us, my victimize d countryman. 1? ‘ . e 
, eae dreaded.’ But it lasts only a little while--the knot of 
tHe did not perceive us until he had approached with-| , ; ; 
of. iilé 18 SOOM and easily severed, and eternity Commen- 
a twenty feet, when stopping for a moment, he cried ; , 
s ced. 
out, Shaking his fist at L., “oh, vou need’nt think you , . ‘ - 
: . Death is a universal leveller Think of it all ve 
an catch me to-day because you’ve got your clothes i 


’ who build up distineti ms among men, and deem your- 
m;” and the poor fellow | {in double quick time. | . . : 
selves superior to your neighbors; think of it you 
-s2ee a zs 


Satisfactory Explanation. 


proud and arrogant who doubly value youselves on 


r 


account of a ‘little brief authority,’ and fancy your- 

“My DEAR,” said Mrs. Bell to her compnion, Mrs. | 8¢!¥es great because a world ‘bends and fawns’ and 
Popplesome, as they passed the excavation for the wa | calls you so; ye aristocrats of every name and grade, 
. ales » 


, ’ we ¢ niltrs | r, en Fad +} . 
* ter works in Washington sweet, yesterday morning think of the true aud ultra democracy of death. He 


‘can you tell me what them holes are for!’ counts you for no more than the one you de spise, and 


“Certainly,” replied Mrs. P. “They are forthe an-| 2! years w Il send you both into his dark oblivion. 








ecdote to brine water froni.deake Cochinesh The But the soul, the soul will rise in that far off realm in 
limping ailment will leande: ro’ the iron tubes and | P’Oportion to its purity here, and its zeal in elevating 
rritate all the circumiacent benefices. They'll have | t8elf above the vain, the proud and the vicious. The 


he hydras at the corners of the streets, and probably humble, the modest, the charitable, and the true lov- 


: jetty do upon the common, wv it's alaw of hvyero- ers ot humanity, will then pity you tor the contrast 
ely phic s that water always descends up to the level of now presente d. Once you were ric h, now you are 


the source, this here fountain must 


ise as high as that) POO—ence you were high, now you are low—once 
: : awn thanet one aati | 

ere lake I shall be very glad when the water gets you wer haughty, how you are humble. How 
changed the scene! Those who were last are now 


here, for Lam as fond of absulutions as a musselman, 


as I dar'nt wash myself in Jami ‘iky water on account| first, and those who were first are now last! The ta- 


of the heels | bles are now turned, for each man’s heart is now ‘his 
“I reckon!” replied Mrs. Bell, apparently much | only measure 
difed. | Letnone, then, despise themselves because others 
- -2eo oe - 


| despise them, or feel dejected because they are cast 
“TL EXPECT.” said a young physician just entering down, for the time will come when purity of soul alone 
see a good many | will win distinction, and when you will rise through- 
| out eternity, and they will rejoice to follow in your 

you ever heive' sunlight. : 1 t , 


mn the prac tice of medi Ine, **tu 
death beds.’ 

“No doubt,” remarked a friend, 
nuch practice.” 


<< + — Let all beware, lest they, for a little flimsy drapery 


| of time, forfeit a distinguished position in eternity. | 


water-lily,” exclaimed a young man, snuffing the fra-| Beware ye rich, who see the naked and hungry about | 
grance of a fresh blown flower, the other evening. 


“I do,” replied his companion,—two-lips!” 


| ‘shall receive his part of everlasting treasure.’ 
“1 KNOW of nothing prettier and sweeter than the | 
| 


you, and will not aid. Beware ye unforgiving, unpity- 
ing and unfeeling—ye scoffers, slanderers, and peace- 


That is truly a just world where each | 


| dieurbers—ye unsocial, unpleasant and passionate— 
the time will soon be at hand when the heart will be 
the ‘only measure’ of the man, and when we shall es- 
timate ourselves at oor true value. 

Thanks be to God for death to teach us what we are 
—to break down all unjust distinctions among men 
to demolish the works of wrong and equalize all ac- 
cording to their merits !—Casket. 

Sis ON 


Beauty. 

THERE is some thing in beauty, whether it dwells 
the human face, in the pencilled leaves of Jowers, the 
sparkling surface of a fountain, or that aspect which 
genius breathes over its statue, that makes us mourn 
its ruin. I should not envy that man his feelings, who 
could see a leaf wither, or a Hower fall, without some 
sentiment of regret. 

This tender interestin the beauty and frailty of 
things around us, is ouly a slight tribute of becoming 


griet and affection; for nature, in our adversities nev- 





er deseris us, She even comes more nearly to usin 
our sorrows, and leading us away fr the paths ot 
disapy yintment and pala into her soothing recesses, 
allays the anguish of our bleeding hearts, binds up the 


wounds that have afflicted, whispers the meek pledge 


of a better hope, and, in harmony with a spirit of st 





» points to thathome where decay an 
ie ath cau never come 
~ee@ewer 


Time Lost 


ONE of the sands in the howr-glass of time is, he 
yond comparison, more preci yusthan wold. In not 
ing is Waste more ruinous, or more sure to bring una 
va ne recrets. Bette r to throw aw ay money than 


moments; for time is much more valuable than money 


As we lose our days, we incur an increas 


losing our ils, for ‘the life-b { the soul ru 
outin wasted moments.’ 

{ The years that have winged their fight have gone 
to be recording angels; and whatis the report they 
have borne to heaven? Willthe record testify for o1 
against us when the throne of the Son of Man shall be 
set, and the books shall be opened 


CHILDHOOD is like a mirror, cat rand reflecting 
images from around it. Remember that an impious 
or profane thought uttered by a parent’s lip, may op- 


erate upon the young heart like a careless spray ot 
water thrown upon } plished steel, sta r it with rus 
which no after scouring can efface. 
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